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"And were you, may I ask, expecting to find Lady
Grassleyes alive and taking lunch with us here?*5
Even Suresne was for a moment nonplussed. Spen-
ser, too, was incapable of speech.
"I admire your insouciance, Mr. Granet," Suresne
said quietly, "but it is surely a little ill-timed/'
"Scarcely as ill-timed as your visit," was the
prompt rejoinder. "However, since you are here,
let's come to an understanding. Do I gather that you
are telling me seriously that Lady Grassleyes has dis-
appeared from the Nice Clinic?"
"Precisely."
"Then she must be alive. **
"Why?"
"Of what value do you suppose the dead body of
her ladyship would be to any one?"
"Ransom," Suresne snapped out. "We have had
several cases in this country this last year. It is com-
mon enough in the States, as you know."
"Well, I think you are wrong," Granet declared
calmly. "If Lady Grassleyes has disappeared from the
Nice Clinic she is alone and has left of her own free
will."
"Impossible!" Spenser shouted. "She was dead.
Every doctor except Bertoldi was ready to sign the
certificate."
"No one in this world is infallible. Dr. Bertoldi
may have been the only one in that little company
of doctors who guessed the truth."
"What the devil do you know about it?" Spenser
demanded.
"Do please moderate your language! I know uoth-